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| _— 8 when the Deluge fult vegan 
2 Fee. „ J >< to fall, | 
I. That mighty Ebb never rol 
5 Dax NS. * flow again, | 
| * 2 AY - T.(When this huge Body's Mot | 
2 | ſture was lo great é 
2 I N It quite o'ercame the vital 
994 IE Heat) | | 
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7 a. 


That Mountain which wa 
higheſt firſt of al 

_ Appear'd, above the univerſal Main; 

Io bleſs the printiciveiSaftor's weary Sight; 


5 


140 

Ic 1 /twas perhaps Parnaſſus, if in heigant 
It be as great, as tis in Fame, r 

Aad nigh te Heaven as is its Nam. 

gafter th“ Iaundation of a War, N 
When Learning's little Honſbold did emhack Sc 
With her World's fruitfu! Syſtem in her ſacred Ark, 

At the firft Ebb of Noiſe and Fears, 

.Philoſophy's exalted Head appears: 

und the Dove-Muſe will now no longer flay, 

zut plumes her Silver Wings and flys away; 55 

And now a Laurel Wreath ſhe brings from far, 

To crown the happy Conqueror, } 

To ſhew the Flood begins to ceaſe, | i 

And brings the dear Reward of Vigtory and Peace. 1 
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he eager Muſe took Wing upon the Waves s decline, 5 
When. 'War her c,oudy Aſpect juſt withdrew, . 
Wnen the bright Sun of Peace began to ſhine, 
nd for a While in heavy Contemplation. ſat ps 
On the high Top of peaceful Ararat; | [grew, 
nd pluckt a Laurel Branch ( for Laurel was the / firſt that 
The firſt of Plants after the Thunder, Storm, and Rain) Ir 
And thence with joyful, nimble. Wing, | 
Flew dutifully back again, _—_ 
ind made ar. humble Chaplet for the Ki po, 
And the Dove-Muſe is fled ouce mofTe 
Glad of the Victory, yet frighted at the Re) - 
And now diſcovers from afar 


A peaceful and a flouriſhing Shore: | 
| © | \ / No 
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8 
No ſooner does ſhe land 5. 257 
+. On the delightful Strand, {4 
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When ſtrait ſhe ſees the Country all around, f 
Where fatal Neptane rul'd. eerwhile, cerowud 
Scatter'd with Flowery Vales, with fruitful Garany 
And many a pleaſant Wood 3 War 
As if the univerſal Nile 0 
Had rather water'd it, than F725 
It ſeems ſome floating piece of Paradiſe, _ 
. Preſery'd by Wonder from the Flood, . 
Long wandring thro the Deep, as we are Joh 
Fam'd Delos did of old, l 
And the tranſported Muſe imagin'd „ 4 
To be a fitter Birth-place for the God of Wit ; 33 
Or the much talkt Ocacular, Grove, 
When with amazing joy ſhe hears _ 
An unknown Muſick all around, 
Charming her greedy Es 5 
With many a heavenly Song LY 
Of Nature and of 'Art, of deep Philoſophy and Love 
Whilit Angels tune the Voiee, and God inſpires the Tong 
In vain ſhe catches at the empty Sound, 
In vain purſues the Mußck with her longing Eye, 
And courts the wanton Ecchoes ag they fly, 
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Pardon ye Went unkaown, and a exalted Men, 4 
The wild Attempts of * Pen; Wh 


- C © Fol 


. 


Co) 


Forgire a young, and (2 J'Virgin-Muſe, yy 
Whom blind and eager *Quriofity 
| (vet Cutioftty- they fay, | 
[#1s/in her sex a Crime neeis no Excuſe )" "| Th 


Has forc't to grope her unccuth Way | ( 

i fter a mighty Light that leads her wandring Eye: 
No wonder then ſhe quits the narrow Path'of Senſe = 
For a dear Ramble thro Tmpertinence z | ] 


. Impertinence, the Scurvy of Mankind. 
nd all we Fools, who are the greater Part of it, | 
Tho we be of two different Feats ſilt, | 
Both the  Good-natur'd and the HI, Fo 
Yet whereſo&er you look you! always find 
e join Aike Flies and Waſps, in buzzing about Wit. 
In me, who am of the firft Set of theſe, : W. 
All Merit that tranſcends the humble Rules 
Of my own dazled ſcanty Senſe, ; 
gets a kinder Folly and Imyertinence _, . 1 
Of Admi ation and of Praiſe. 
5 And our good Brethren of the Surly Se& _ 
Muſt c'en all herd us with their Kindred Fools? 
For tho poſſeſt of preſent Vogue they've made 
Railing a Rule of Wir, and Oblcquy a. Trade; 
Ker the ſame want of Brains produces each Effed: 
And you whom Plato's Helm does wiſely ſhroud 
From us the blind and thoughtleſs Croud, | 
kikz the fam'd Herb in his Mother's Cloud, * 
ſho both cur Pollies and Impertinencys ſce, | 
Do laugh perhaps at theirs, and pity mine and Me. 
IV. 
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But cenſure - to be Underſtood * | 
TY iilthentick "Matk 6f the Eleft, | 
The publick Stamp Heay*n ſets on all that rene good 
Our ſhaltbw Search and jddgement to direct. 
The War methinks has made | 
Our wit aid Learning, arrow 'as bur Trade; 
Inftead of boldly ſailing far, to buy | 
A Stock of Wiſddin and Philoſophy, | 
We foridly ſtay at Home in Fear 
Of ev'ry pilfering Privateer'; | 
Forcing a wretched Trade by beating down the Sale, 
And ſelling baſely by Retall. ö 
The Wits, I mean the Atheiffs of the ae, 
Who fain would iule the Pulfft, as they do the Stage! 
Wondrous Refiners of Philoſophy, 
Of Morals and Divinity, | 
By the new mydiſh Syſtem of reducing all to Seaſe, 
Againſt all Logick and concluding Laus, 
Do own th' Effects of Providence, 
And yet deny the Cauſe. 
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This! hopeful Sekt, now it begins to ſee. 
How little, very little do prevail 
Their ficn and chiefeft Force 
*. To cenſure, fo cry down, and rail, 
Not knowing What, or Where, or Who you be, 
Win quickly take another Courſe: 
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And by their nevet-falling Ways, Juſt 
| Of ſolving all-Appearances they pleaſe, 
We ſoon ſhall ſee them to their Antient Methods fall, We 

And ſtraight deny you to be Men, or any Thing at all. 
I laugh at the grave Anſwer they will make, Co! 


Which they have always ready general and cheap : 


'Tis but to ſay that what we daily meet, 7 8 
And by a fond Miſtake | 
Perhaps imagine to be wondrous Wit, N 
And think, Alas! to be by Mortals writ, | — WI 
Is but a Croud of Attoms juſtling in a Heap, © Wi 
Which from Eternal Seeds begun, bo: 
juſtling ſome thouſand years till ripen'd by the Sun; Stil 
They're now, juſt now, as naturally born, 
As from the Womb of Earth a Field of Corn. 
| VI. 
wy 
But as for poor contented Me, 
Who muſt my Weakneſs and my Ignorance confeſs, I 1 


That I believe in much, I ne%er can hope to ſee ; 


Methinks I'm fatis'y*d to gueſs 
That this new noble and delightful Scene 


Is wonderfully mov 'd by ſome exalted Men, . FF % 
Who have well ſtudicd in the World's Diſeaſe, 
( That Epidemick Error and Depravity, 
Or in our Judgment or our Eye) W 
That what ſurp:izes us can only pleaſe : * Li 
We often ſearch contentedly the whole World , | 
To make ſome great Diſcovery, __ 7 T 
And ſcorn it when *tis found. 
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Conſider Human Folly, and | you'l) quickly e, 


. Whom all the Charms of an uſurped Wite and State, | 


Jaſt ſo the mighty Nie has ſuffer'd in its Fame, 
Becauſe, *tis ſaid (and perhaps' only ſaid) _ 
we're found a litle inconſide rable Healle 


That feeds the huge uuequal Stream r * 
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That all the Praiſes it can give, 
By which ſome fondly. boaſt they ſhall for ever ne, ] | 
Won't pay th' Impertinence of being known; 

Eiſe why ſhou'd the fam'd Zydian King, 


With all that Power unfelt, courts Mankind to be Great 
Did with new unexperienc'd Glories wait, | 
stil wear, Aill doat on his inviſible Ring? | 


Were I to form a regular Thought of Fame, | 

Whtch is perhaps as hard t* imagine right | 

As to paint Eccho to the Sight ; | | 

I wou'd not draw the Idea from an empty Name : | 

+ Becauſe, alas, when we all die, 1 

_ Careleſs and ignorant Poſterity, _ | 

Altho they praiſe the Learning and the Wit, | 

And tho the Title ſeems to ſhow 

The Name and Man by whom, the Book was writ! 

Vet how ſhall they be brought to know | 

Whither-ehat very Name was He, or You, or 1? 43 
Leſs ſhould I daub it o'er with tranſitory Praiſe, 

And Water-Calours of theſe Days: , 


Theſe Days! where e'en the Extra vagance of Poetry - 
Is at a loſs for Figures to expreſs ul 
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Mens Folly, Whimbies, and Inconſtancy; And 


And by a faint Deſcription. makes them les: SY 
Tuben teh us what is Fame, where ſhall we ſearch ſor it ; FT ho! 
Look where exalted Virtue and Religion fit With 


Eathron'd with Heavenly Wit, 
Look where you fee. 
The greateſt Scorn of Learned Vanicy, 255 
( And then how much a Nothing i is Mankind 
Whoſe Reafon is weigh'd down by Popular Air, 
Who by that, vainly talks of bailing Death, _ 
And hopes to fengthen Life by a Transfuſion of Breath, 
Which yet whoe'er examines right will find 
To be an Art as vain as bottling up of Wind:) \ 
And when you find ont theſe, believe true Fame is there, 
Far above all Reward, yet to which all is due; 
And this, ye great Unknown, is only known in You. 


5 VII. s But a 


The _— es- Gol, whien 75 chetce trepan'd 
By fome inftructed Querif fleeping on tue Sand, 
Impatient of al Anſwers, ftrait Became 
A ftealing Brook, and ſtrove to creep away 
7 Into lis Native Sea, 
Vext at their Follys murmur'd in his Stream; 
Bot difsppotnted of his fond Defire, TY 
Would yanifh in a Pyramid of Fire. 
Thi fury, AippTy God When fe Weſigh'd 
; To furniſh his Eſcipes, © 
Ne er borrow'd more variety of Shapes ' 
Than Y O U to pleaſe and ſatisfy Mankind, ue 
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And ſeem (almoſt) transfarm'd to Water, Flame and Air, | 
Xx So well you anſwer all Phenomesas there 5 | 
z rTho' Madmen and Wits, Philoſophers and Fools, 
With all that Fa{tious or Euthuſiaſtick Dotards dream, 
nd all the incoherent Jargon of the Schools; 

Tho? all the Fumes of Fear, Hope, Love, and Shame, 
ontrive to ſhock your Minds with many a ſenfleſs Doubt, 
Doubts, where theDelphick God would grope in Ignorance 

The God of Learning and of Light Land Night, 
Would want a God himfclf co help him out. 


IX. 4 | 
\ | | f 
N Philoſophy, as it before us lies, 
Seems to ha de botrow d ſome ungrateſul Tafle _ 
O Doubts, Impertinence, and Nicetys, 
From ev'ty Age thro' which it paſs'd, 

Bu: always with a ſtronger Reliſh of the laſt. | 
This beauteous Queen by Heaven deinga'd | 
To be the great Origital . 

For Man to dreſs and poliſh his uncourtly Mind, 


n what Mock. habi ts ha ve they put her fioce the Fall! 
More oft in Fools and Madmens Hands than *I 


she ſeems a Medly of all Ages, 
'ith a huge Fardingal to (welt her fuſt ian Stef, 
A new Commode, a Top-knot, and a Ruff, 
Her Pace patch'd o'er with Modern Pedagtry, 
Pf Comments and Diſputes, ridiculous and vain, 
; All of old Cut with a new Die, | 
How ſoon have * reftor'd her Charms | 
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| For vou (Ah; did I think I e'er ſhould live to [ce 
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| And rid her of her Lumber and her Books, 7 


Dreſt her again genteel and neat, Ch 0 7 
And rather tite than great, . TI 
How fond we are to court her to our Arms? get th 
How much of Heav'n is in her naked Looks! A. 
SA 3h anne: ͤ Yo 
Thus the delading Muſeoft blinds me to her Ways, 14 
And ev'n my very Thoughts cransfers | | 27] 


And changes all to Beauty, and the Praiſe 
Of that proud Tyrant Sex of Hers. | 
The Rebel Muſe, alas! takes part x4 
But with my own rebellious Heart, 


| And you with fatal and immortal Wit conſpire | 


To fan th* unhappy Fire. 2 eve 
Cruel Cen! what is it you intend ? 


3 Ah could you ! could you hope a Poet for your Friend A 


Rather forgire what my firſt - Tranſport ſaid : | 
May all the Blool, which ſhall by Woman's Scorn be ſhed , 
Lie upon you, and on your Childrens Head; 


The fatal Time when that could be? ) 
Have een encreas'd their Pride and Cruelty. 
Woman ſeems now above all Vanity grown, 
Still boaſting of her Great Unknown 
Platonick Champions, gain'd without one Female Wile, | Alt 
Or the vaſt Charges of a Smile; | And 
Which tis a ſhame to ſee how much of late etl 
You've taught the covetous Wretches to o'er rate, 
And which they've now the Conſcience to weigh nd 
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Ia. the ſa me Ballance with our Tears, 
And with ſuch ſcanty Wages pay 
The Bondage and the Slavery of Years. 

t the vain Sex dream on, their Empire comes from us, 
And had they common Generoſity 

They would not uſe us thus. 
Well——tho you've rais'd her to this high Degree, 

Our Selves are rais'd as well as ſhe; 
And ſpight of all that they or you can do, 
»Tis Pride and Happineſs enough to me 

in to be of the ſame exalted Sex with you. 


4 | XI. " "By 


Alas, bow fleeting, and how vain, 
eyen the nobler Man, our Learning and our Wit / 
I figh when e'er I think of it: 
nd As at the cloſing an unliappy Scene % * 
Of ſome great King and Conqu'ror's Death, > } 
hed] When the ſad melancholy Muſe _ — i 
Stays but to catch his utmoſt Breath. 
| grieve, this noble Work ſo happily begun, 
d quickly, and fo wonderfully carry'd _—- : 4 
27 fall at laſt to Intereſt, Folly and Abuſe, 
There isa Noon-Tide in our Lives, 1 
Wnich ſtill the ſooner it arrives, 
>, | Altho we boaſt our Wiater-Sun looks bright, 
And fooliſhly are glad to ſee it atits Height, 
Pet ſo much ſooner comes the long and gloomy Night. 
No Conqueſt ever yet begun, 
nd by one ny * Heroe g's to its height, 
"0 
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(14) 
Der floutiſh's onder a Succeſſor or a Son 
Ic loſt ſome mighcy Pieces thro all Hands it paft, 

|| And vanilh'd to as empty Title in the laſt. 
Tor when the animating Mind is fled, 
1 (VVhick Nature never can regain, 
Nor cer call back again) 
The Body, tho Gigantick, lies all cold and dead. 
| 7 XII. 
Aud thus uadouhtedly *cwill fare, 
With what aakappy Men ſhall dare, 
To be Succeffors to theſe Great Unknown, 
| On Learaiag's high-eftabliſh'd Throne. 
7 Cenſure, and Pedantry, and Pride, 
Numberleſs Nations, firetching far and wide, 
_ Shall ( 1 foreſee it) ſoon with Gothick Swarms come forth 
From Ignorance's Univerſal North, 
Aud wick bland Rage break all this peaceful Government 
Yer aii chaſe traces of your Wit remain, 
Lü a juſt Map, to ten the vaſt: Extent 
Of Conqueſt is your ſhort and happy Reign; 
And t all future Mankind ſhew * 
How ftrange 4 Paradox is true, 
Thac Mew, who liv'd and dy'd without a Name, 
Ace the chief Heroes in the ſacred Lift of Fame. 
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